about my part, I don't care about anything but you. I love
you and you must know it, you must/'

"Don't you think you've chosen the wrong moment/'
Sybil said, trying to stay as angry as she had been just a
moment before* "Why did you have to tell me about it?'*
she asked urgently, "Why did you have to spoil it? I knew
it all the time, why talk about it?"

There were still drops of water on her face. In his light-
headed and extraordinary condition it seemed to Bob that
he had never seen anything as lovely as those drops of clear
water on Sybil's clear skin. He feared and hoped that she
would cry again so that he could take her in his arms once
more. But she did nothing of the sort. She kept on looking
into his face very straight now and very angry.

"Don't you see we must talk about it, Bunny?" he said.
" What sort of a sop do you think I am? Do you think I'd let
you go off with another man when I love you and you------"

He broke off and stared at her. "You do love me, don't
you?" he finished, gentle as a cherub. She began to smile
as she took his hand and tried to twist the little ring round
his finger. "It's very tight/' she whispered. As Bob was
tall and Sybil small, he saw for the nest minute nothing but
her hair. He raised his hand after she let go of it and began
to stroke her head. It was amazing how much smaller and
lighter his hands had become since his rehearsal with
Madame. It was not difficult at all to caress Sybil's lovely,
lovely hair. It smelled like a summer evening after the rain
or like freshly-cut grass. While he stroked it and breathed
into it, long, happy vistas stretched before his mind: he and
Bunny driving the car he would save for from his salary;
he and Bunny having breakfast on a terrace which overlooked
some lake (this was derived from a travel-folder of Lake
Louise); he and Bunny dragging a hose along a path and
watering the flower borders in their own garden; he and
Bunny looking at the fountains on the Place de la Concorde,
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